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WHAT’S UP FRONT—Our Cover 


You think that’s crazy weather our 
long-suffering Sylvester got caught in? 
Well, it’s happened before. Guy had a farm 
where it was both hot and rainy, too. There 
was an acre of hot sun, then an acre of 
rain. The sun shone so hot it popped the 
guy's corn. It rained so hard the syrup was 
washed out of the guy's sugar cane. Now 
the syrup was on a hill and, it flowed down 
until it reached where the popped corn 
was. And friends, that's how popcorn balls 
were born. Sylvester believes this, now. 
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THE FAMILY 
IS GROWING 


(We’re getting more cracked every day!) 



THE FAMILY 
OF CRACKED READERS 
IS GROWING BIGGER 
ALLTHETIME! 

Yes, the family of CRACKED readers 
continues to get bigger eve r y day. 
This means we have more minds to 
feed and more people to take care 
of. If you want to be assured of your 
copy, mail in the subscription coupon 
beiow For on y S3. oo, you’ll receive 
8 smile-packed issues of happy-time 
laughs. Don’t be disappointed at the 
newsstand.. 
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Dear Oddfellows: 

You are doing pretty good but I could 
probably do better. I'm gonna be a news¬ 
paper man when I grow older and I read 
your magazine just to laugh. I liked the sto¬ 
ry of the TV tours with the stars, especially 
the one where you see Mt. Baldy with Yul 
Brynner (Cracked #93). Keep up the good 
work, till I get there a few years from now. 

Sandy White 
San Francisco 

Yul Brynner reminds of a joke. Seems a 
guy heard a lady drowning, and tried to 
save her, but she was wearing a wig, which 
he returned to shore. He asked his friend if 
he didn’t think he was a hero, even if he 
hadn't saved the woman. His friend said he 
was no hero. What was he then? Said his 
friend, "You’re just a hair restorer.” 


Cracked People: 

I'm interested in pollution, and they 
teach it at school now so all the kids are in¬ 
terested in it. We liked your Pollution Hall 
of Fame (Cracked #93) because even 
though it was meant to be funny, and was 
funny, it made us all think we should be 
careful what we do to the environment 
around us. How about something that tells 
about pollution in the rivers 7 

Louise Aventi 
Grenada. Miss. 

Thanks for your letter. We know a fellow in¬ 
terested in preventing food pollution. So 
far he’s closed up restaurants in New York, 
Pataluma, California, and Lampassas, Ark. 






CRACKED 

235 Park Avenue South 
NewYork, New York 10011 

Here’s my three dollars . Put me 
on the laugh-list right now. 

□ 8 issues of CRACKED 

NAME. 

ADDRESS. 

CITY.STATE.ZIP. 

8 Issues. S3 OO Outside U S S3 50 


Dear Sirs: 

I must tell you your magazine really 
gives me a headac-he. Especially when you 
criticize people who are trying to do some 
good in the world. Like lawyers who help 
those with no lawyer. Your article on the 
Yuchh Lawyers was in very awful taste 
(Cracked #92). 

That satire made our lawyer upset too. He 
gave us some advice: Get another lawyer. 
But we couldn't afford his advice, so we still 
got him. 


Dear Sirs: 

Thanks tor your issue that had The New 
Groups in it (Cracked #93). This is the only 
way lots of us can see the whole body of 
the singers in the groups. Too much we 
only see close-up of these music makers (?) 
in other words we see fingernails and lips 
an awful lot. And lots of noses, when they 
back the camera off some. The last time I 
saw the Rolling Stones I thought I was look¬ 
in' at a shot of the Pittsburgh Tubes! 
Thanks again and keep smiling. 

A Leonard 
Chillicothe. Ohio 

You’re kind of humorous, Alonzo. We'd ask 
you to send us some of your writings, but 
you'd just think we were Cracked. 
































Sure I con . . 
you've said 
it 9 times. 


I've let 
ya down, 
haven't I? 


You don't 
want a 
man . . . yo 
want an 
electric 
blanket! 


No. I always like to spend 
me time playin' knock rummy 
Some hotshot ya are! 

I want a man who fills me 
wit‘ bumin' desire ... a man 
who sparks th' flame, 
a man who makes me slow! 


the evenin' 
to ya. Rosey 
I’m home 
now! Sure. 

but it's 
foine bein' 
married 


Foine fer you but 
not fer me! I con't stand 
this mis'ruble existence 
any longer! The same 
ol’ monotonous routine is 
drivin* me buggy! Con 


Hello. 
Major care 
to have a bit 
of a romance 
wit* me? 


I eahn’t! 

I was 
wounded 
in the war! 


I'll fit 
it in yer 
schedule! 


We've got to stop meetin' like this. 
He suspects . . . 


How'd ya 
like to 
be my 
sweetie? 


What are 
the hours? 


But what 
about yotu 
husband? 


\ 


E\ ' : 

’a 

'j. 






1 wasn't 

Anythin 

meant to be a 
schoolteacher's 


to ore uk tn 
monotony of 

wife. 1 need a 

Oh look 1 Therv's th* 

this story! 

new lile! Mainly 

1 need a new 
part . . . this one 
is ridiculous! 

new Comm and'r of th' 
British Garrison here. I 
like th' way he walks. 

I think I'll have a 
romance wit’ him! 

-v 

1 " s ^‘ 

\~ 














C£ »S OPED/’ 


An* there goes th* 
poor miserable husband! 
He's th' one who's really 
hurtin’! . . . From the 
role he plays! Saints 
alive, he used to be a 
two-fisted hero! 


It could have been worse 
Originally they wanted 
him to play Rye'ns 
daughter! 


An* there goes 
the British Major. He 
walks aroun' like he's 
dead! An' with his 
acting he'll soon be! 


There goes Rye'ns daughter 
the little trump! She'll git 
what's cornin' to her fer 
cheatin' on her husband! 

That's because you always 
git it when a 
schoolteacher catches 
you cheatin'! 


What has this 
got to do with 
th' love story? 

4P5E? 

— 
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Quick! Run fer yer lives! 

Th' British major found out 
about th' arms shipment 
an' kill'd th* rebel leader! 
They think Rosey is th' informer 
an' they're cornin' here 
to sit her! 


No. it's me farther, who's 
th' informer! Fer years now he's 
been straddlin' both sides 
of th* fence! 


Which we’ll do 
to you too. you cool 
calculating hussy! 


I me pretty wench 
you know what 
we do to 
informers! 


informers’ 


■ iWUV ... .. .V 


i ik ■ > * 0 
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Man. that'll real I 
blow your mind I 


What's that 
explosion? 


Th' British 
Major just 
destroyed 
himself! 


He put a 
stick of 
dynamite in 
each ear! 




W ell, there's nothin* to 
hold me here any 
longer. I'm leavin' ya fer good 


To think I was turned down for 
th' AI i McGraw part and got 
this dismal flick! 


To Haarvaard College, in 
lur Amerri-kay! Maybe there 
I can meet a nice Irish hoy 
like Ryan O'Neal an' have 
a real love storv! 


But where 
will va 


6E70UT 


wSfBS^ 
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Today, everybody looks at the under-30 
world. So, like we thought we'd be differ¬ 
ent. We thought we'd see how the other 
half lives. Namely, the over-30 people, 
who really are the establishment . . . 


CRACKED L 































OOKS AT MOTHERS 


Mom, I think I'll go 
over to my friend Herby's 
house to play... 


Why go there? | 
What's the matter with 
your house? 






H 




What did I do to deserve 
a rotten kid like you? You're 
making me grey before my time! 
You're making me a nervous 
wreck! I swear, you'll drive me 
to an early grave! 


Okay, so I'll 
run away from 
home! 


What run away? 
This is where you 
belong. I need you! 


a 




m 


m 




4 You guilty 9 Don’t 
/ be silly! I know 
1 you're busy. I know 
/ you got more 

jimportant things on your 
•j mind than your poor 
A old sick mother who ‘ 
I gave up everything j 
J for you. Why i 

h should you feel i 

If guilty? } 




Oh Mother. I 
feel so bad I 
could just cry! 


32S> 


Today I just 
called to cheer 


What cry? Don t cry! 
I'll talk to you 
another time... 


m 


(£ts5iy 
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What’s the matter. 
Mrs. Jenkins? 


It’s my baby. 
He’s not home yet 
and it's getting 
dark! I’m worried! 






Tony, my 
baby! You're 
home! 

I was so 
worried! 


Trrrfl 





Right! So just imagine 
what you'll get if you DO 
do something bad! 





Oh, she's got a wonderful 
husband! He won’t let her do 
a thing around the house 
and every morning he brings 
her breakfast in bed! 

So tell me, how’s 
your son, the new groom? 


Oh, he didn't get such 
a bargain! He married a girl, 
a real bum! She doesn’t want 
todo a thing around the 
house and every morning she 
makes him bring her 
breakfast in bed. 



U'il 


I can’t stand my kids. They're 
spoiled rotten! They’ve become 
vicious little brats! They 
have no self-control and no 
consideration for others! I tell 
you, they’re just miserable 
delinquents! 


Yes. from what I see, 
you’re right. They 
are little monsters! 


Little monsters???? 
How dare you say 
anything bad about 
my children? 



m 


twig 
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r Yeah, ^ 
our love-beads 
for these 
. bracelets! ^ 


Let us out, 
you're corrupting 











MONSTER GREETING CARDS 

is there someone near and dear to you to whom you've forgotten to send a card? Well, 
we've got a bunch of 'em right here for you! Just cut 'em out and mail 'em to your friends. 
They'll be mighty happy to receive 'em/ 


JM%> GftVpfe 8Y- • • 
40 WiSft W & 

HflpPV SiRfeHOaV 




I£0T 

* NOOSE* 

FOgroUSAST. 

I THINK 
yo'i/'RS RKA.LM 

y swinging-'' 

l'P MK.S TO 

"HANS" 
ABOUND YOU 
MORE OFTEN 


x'm Jr 

jror 

TALKING 
OuT 
OF 
THE 
ToP Of 
MY HAT 

WHEN/ 
WI0H 
You 4 

Happy w 

BIRTHDAY/ 


v me 

//avpY 

&?abLlATioi1 
PAY l 


P pfioto CVe 

"Odd Sail!' 
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K To Yoti 
fe (YlLimy 
as. on- 



'f/iumys 

I ^ 


Bfcjj » 

! i 

ttWTdt -fod&y/ 

J&JF* iM ycxrt/ 


I M/SS 
, YOU- 


/ 9 VW*o 

I SINCE YOU WENT 

AWAY. SO... 

W.YONOOWN 
^ and see 

Ktofr-gr jy|£ 

ST WHEN YOU 
HAVE 

PS CHANCE / 
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INFORMAL 
(SLACK CAFE) 

HWi- 

WcrnMKs 



WIL LB£ 

Ar , 
8-00 PM. 

TO 

IfL 

WNIGrUT 

nm~ntp. 
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RELEVANT AS ROCK: 

This is the Now Generation, and the old attitudes, clothes, and hair styles 
have been put down. So why not the old songs, too? With just a little touch 
here and there—a slight reshaping job on their corny old titles—we can up¬ 
date still another segment of society by 

Making The Vd 

Songs Relevant 


o " 


Come, Josephine, 

f n My f l y in q Machin e 

Ho^T)a^ 




Like My 


.. ^ 


Ver theA^ n T o3L,<W : &' 


Mice Blue**" ^ Body and Soul ^ 


^ —on/, 

ov&r 

V ta 

** 8 * e . v 1 C ° U,d Have ^WcMil Night 






** / 


//? K 




^ There's A Smaii-H^- 

(VJL r*o°t 

I fmrrrd a Million-Dollar-Bob? 
dtkms in the ft vo ui id Ton Cw4 Store 

^ocofi. 


G^APoJl 


Days of Wine and#**** 



I IV 


William Shakespeare, one of the greatest writers who ever lived, in his own time was considered to be just another 
popular writer. This got us to thinking... What if Shakespeare were alive today and writing in our time? He would 
probably be writing where writers are most popular today, namely, Hollywood. And so we can just imagine... 



THE WAR MOVIE 



THE SPY MOVIE 


Oh, speaketh, 
thou rash in¬ 
truding knave! 
Tell us where 
thou hast hidden 


Aye! Out w'it! 
Why dost thou 
not speak, oh, 
blasted rogue? 
Why? Hah? 
Why? 


Aye! Speaketh 
out, vile infidel, 
lest we loosen 
thy tongue by 
torture! 


Oh, brave knights... Lend me thine 
ears! The situation looketh very 
black. Methinks the jig is upeth. 
Our only chance is for one of us 
to sneaketh back o'er yonder com¬ 
pany base and bringeth help! 


Nay, oh gallant ones. I goeth myself. I 
goeth because I am fleetest of foot... 
Also, I goeth because I knoweth the 
way... Mainly I goeth because someone 
must goeth before there is no one to 
goeth already. We starteth to runneth 
out of bullets and the audience starteth 
tn rnnnpth nut nf nnnrnrnl 


Fie on 
thee! Oh, 
taketh 
me, brave 
Captain! 


Becauth ] lithp! I can't 
thspeak thith ridiculouth 
language, thath why!! 



























THE COURTROOM MOVIE 


Henry Montague, thou 
has been accuseth'd 
of driving whilst drunk. 
How dost thou plead? 



Nay! 60 years at hardeth 
labor because thy name is 
Henry Montague! You see, 
poor knave, my name is Judge 


3 H 



THE GANGSTER MOVIE 


Hark, ye! Mark the plans for the 
bank holdup. Cursed be he who 
goofeth off. 'Tis simple. Thee, 
Fingers, will entereth from the 
front and taketh care of the 
arm'd guard... 


... Thee, faithful Buggsy, will 
proceedeth from the back and 
taketh care of the wretched 
alarm system... 



THE DRAMA MOVIE 

























































THE WESTERN MOVIE 








































PETER^LORREp« 

you can get.^?^ 
Burbank % 
found me a 
real soul- ^ ■ M 
mate . i\. ■ mti 


bloo 

houi 


^ BURBANK ^ 
COMPUTER 
DATING SERVICE 

(no map too ugly 
^ to match) 


. . . like knowing which cycle repair shop gives you 
fast dependable service for those frequent smashups 

INSTANT KARMA CYCLE SHOP 

Instant Karma also pays top rates for hopelessly 
wrapped-up heaps 

(we also cure deafness, through meditationI 


Famous 


in Ads 
Wed Like 
To See 
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To achieve a flawless Southern accent MARLON 
BRANDO has tried stuffing his mouth with every¬ 
thing from fried chicken to model airplanes, but 
nothing does it quite like marbles .. . Immy Marbles! 


IMMY MARBLES CO. 

SOLD AT LEADING REPERTORY THEATERS 
THROUGHOUT THE NATION 

(We also carry a full line of rubber-bottomed spittoons) 


Let's face it! If you go around with a mouth as big 
as JOE E. BROWN'S, you're sure to get into a heap 
of trouble. Let us help get you out of the trouble 
your big mouth gets you into. 


THE BLACK BELT KARATE SCHOOL 


LEARN TO CHOP OTHERS DOWN TO SIZE" 

(butcher-shop apprentices also welcome) 



For guaranteed night-time protection 
__ we recommend you use 


SUPER-GLEEM * 
☆ TOOTHPASTE 


For maximum 
horseback-riding safety 
KIRK DOUGLAS has learned 
not to depend 
on undependable 
red flares. If his 
horse falls down 
at nite, Kirk 
gets down, 
throws his 
head back, 
and guides 
rescue 
planes by 
flashing 
his 

gleaming 
white 
teeth. 


APPROVED BY RALPH NADER'S RAIDERS 


From personal experience JANE FONDA knows 
there's nothing so rough on hands as carrying splin¬ 
tery protest signs and bopping arrest-happy pigs. 



ONLY 

JERGENS 

HAND LOTION 
... lets you be 
a daytime activist 
and still have hands 
that are truly 
soft and feminine 
for evening. 


Try our elbow grease; 
you’ll slide through protest mobs! 



BORIS KARLOFF has 

played a mad scientist in 
hundreds of movies. So he 
speaks with authority 
when he says, 

"Nothing 
cleans those 
messy, blood-. , 
stained test 
tubes like . . . 


ivoRt 

LIQU 

DETERE 

T 

Gels lubes clean as a 
vampire's tooth" 




ATTENTION 
CASANOVAS! 

If you expect to make out with dozens of chicks 
like screen lover MARCELLO MASTROIANNI 
you better get all their names and all your lies 
straight! 




Hey, Swingers! Why carry around a heavy black 
address book? We can train you to memorize hun¬ 
dreds of phone numbers and addresses. 

(area-code memorizing is extra) 


Agent "007" makes a paltry $80 a week work¬ 
ing for Her Majesty's Secret Service, and yet 
this dapper SEAN CONNERY is always seen in 
the most expensive places with the most ex¬ 
pensive women. 


HOW 
DOES 
HE DO 
IT? 


IppP He does it by 
^^working as a double 
W agent for the C.I.A. 
y f Spying for some 
W foreign powers? Tired 
f of being paid off in 
peanuts? Investigate 
OUR TOP RATES PAID 
FOR DOUBLE-DEALING. 


CENTRAL 

INTELLIGENCE 

AGENCY 

(clothing allowance for cloaks and wigs) 


WHO HAS 
MORE GOLD 
THAN FORT 
KNOX AND 
NEVER * 

WORRIES * 

ABOUT IT 
BEING STOLEN? 
DIANA ROSS, 
THAT'S WHO! 

Diana, formerly of the 
Supremes, keeps all her 
million-selling gold 
records in a safety vauit 
with us. 

FIDELITY BANK 
E TRUST CO. 

(GOLDIE OLDIES 

DRAW INTEREST 
FROM DA TE OF ISSUE) 


















lew I m gonna 
ha»e lo gne 
up singing’ 


'« inning chick 
with the 
turtleneck. 


Mow romr 
you didn't 
wear your 
checkerboard 


hrr»tifflf I 
do. uimcbodt 
jump* mer 


Uhailiti mean 
you saw the 
handwriting 
on the wall? 


■ go-go 
dancer’ 


> ou drink 
plenty ol 
prune juke! 


The leader ol 
this group plays 
the sitar by 


I'te been 

doing the Hugaloo 
lor three years 

, 1 

now. 

1 4 

//I 

So sit 

// 

1 / 

down alreadv 

/ 

you must he 

















a DISCOTHEQUE 



E»«rr try 
dancing on an 
empty stomach? 


Doesn't 
this band 
sound groovy 


I could dance 
like (his 

for hours on end. 


Him many 
dancers you figure 
are oo the floor 
right now? 


Let's keep 
dancing 
right thro 
to the neat 
page, and dig 
the funny 
pictures? 


arrest. I'm an 
undercover man 
from the FBI. 


I'm dancing 
as fast as 
I can! 


don’t know 
anybody 
m the 


Right. And it 
isn't easy—playing, 
(hen going over 
to (hr rafters 
and shaking them! 


job with the 
Feenamlnt 
Company? 


W hen this group 
plays they really 
shake the rafters. 


District! 


Heard vou 


\ eah. they 
called me 
a dirty name 


\nr> Defamation 


\ ou have a 
beautiful 
fare. I want 
to paint it 


Well, l'*e 
probably 
been 
there! 


Don't I know 
you from 
someplace? 


How come you 
nibbed alcohol 
under sour 
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THE MAN & THE FLY 

















REAL AD 





SHRUNKEN 
HEAD 

S2.00 Ea. 

m //tmilBH 

Looks absolutely real. Teh 
your friends you picked it up 
on your last safari. A real 
scream! 






1 

■ 

HORROR HOUSE 



| 

■ 

1 

235 Park Ave. South 



1 

1 

New York, New York 10003 


1 

1 

■ 

□ 1 enclose an additional 



1 

1 

1 

25c for RUSH SHIPMENT 


1 

1 

1 

□ BLACK WIDOW SPIDER ALL RUBBER MASKS $3.00 each. 

1 

1 

1 

1 

□ HORRIBLE HANDS 


□ WEREWOLF 

1 

1 

1 

□ SHRUNKEN HEAD 

□ DEVIL 

□ MAN-FROM-MARS 

1 

■ 

1 

1 

□ RAT IN BOX 

□ FRANKENSTEIN'S 

□ VAMPIRE 

1 

1 

■ 

□ FRANTIC FEET 

MONSTER 

□ HORRIBLE-MONSTER 

1 

| 

■ 

1 

□ MONSTER-FROM 

□ ZOMBIE 

□ SKULL 

1 

1 

1 

MERCURY 

□ WITCH 

□ GORILLA 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

Name. 

.... 


■ 

1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

Address. 



1 

1 

1 

1 

1 

City. 

State. 

. Zip. 

1 

1 

1 

Mm 

Outside U.S. & Canada 

please indude additional 25$ postage per item. 

■1 
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CRACKED has decided there are too many letters going around nowadays that just aren't rele¬ 
vant. Too impersonal. Corporation and junk mail. For example, we saw a form letter actually 
addressed to "Dear Mrs. Corp." So here are some really relevant letters ... missives that make 
a sharp personal point... 


MISS RAQUEL WELCH 
MS 3[G HILLS ROAD 
SAN &ERNADINO, CALIFORNIA 


DEAR MISS WELCH: 

I UNDERSTAND YOUR FEELINGS THAT AMERICA THINKS 
OF YOU ONLY IN TERMS OF YOUR BODY, NOT YOUR 
MIND. I WOULD LIKE TO INTERVIEW YOU SO THAT 
YOU CAN SHOW THE WHOLE WORLD WHAT A VAST AMOUNT 
OF KNOWLEDGE YOU POSSESS. I WANT YOU TO TELL 
ME EVERYTHING YOU KNOW. WE HAVE SCHEDULED YOUR 
INTERVIEW FOR THE FIRST THREE MINUTES OF THE SHOW 


SINCERELY 


DAVID FROST 


ssei'' 

Jordan 


:di» tely 






Washington, 

* d ° av sir ' d „ 0M , «-**•*«* * iout " 

. ’ ampaig ? that .M 

re ° ■llior. doll*” s, th 

to spend six ^ „ cm£ on 

pub lio *•»« fela ^ e ly 

da*. ■*/**' a “ 

I outside of o an< “ j ou t$ truly. 


lLLl "ois 

^ AR 4B8y, 


llelson 


' A *SW£ R 









The Vice President of the United States 
United States Senate 
Washington, D. C. 80612 


Dear Mr. Agnew 

















■*Phon % 


*9 in 


yout> 




Zn Stcnf 


RiCHord 

00 Pcn**> 

shington, 


submit 


Nixon- 
Thank >' 


article, 

£ 0 od one 

humor 


ithcas 


Sincerely V 










"foNust "DO IN YOUR FRIENDS” NUTTY HEADLINES! 


FREE 

IN 

THE 


4 TH SUPER 




IH MIES LRUGH-PACKEIICOUECTORS ANNUM!!! 


SUPER 

CRACKED 


© 


MORE MIRTH 


ANNUALS 


PRINT THE 
NEWS LIKE IT 
REALLY IS... 
YOUR WAYI 


A ONE-OF-A-KIND INSERT APPEAR¬ 
ING EXCLUSIVELY IN CRACKED'S NEW LAUGH 
RIOT HUMOR ANNUAL 


16 FUN-FILLED PAGESI 
PUT YOUR FRIENDS, 
ENEMIES, IN THEIR 
PLACES... IN PRINTI 


CRACKED ANNUALS 
235 Park Ave. South 
New York, New York 10003 

I enclose.Send me the Annuals I have 

checked. 60 cents each. 

m „ rPT . □ SUPER-CRACKED #4 

□ BIGGEST GREATEST #6 □ BIGGEST GREATEST *5 

□ SUPER-CRACKED #3 □ GIANT CRACKED *6 

PLEASE RUSH!! I enclose 25* extra. 


NAME. 

ADDRESS. 

CITY...STATE.ZIP 

















one morning in the doctors office... 



OFF/C 


Hi 


Please have a seat over 
there, Mr. Krellblock. 
The doctor will be with 
you shortly! 


IVATE 




j&i 


m 






Mr. Krellblock, 
you can go in now! 






I 


How s the thumb? 
Should be pretty well 
okay by now... 




i 


Let’s take off this bandage 
and see what we will see! 




iV 


,J»\ 


m 


/A 











THE ROOTING SECTION 



“YOU MISSED YOUR CHANCE. YOU SHOULD 
HAVE BELTED HIM WHEN YOU SHOOK HANDS'/ 


HERE YOU ARE FANS. JOHN SEVERIN 
TAKES A QUICK LOOK AT THE 
WORLD OF SPORTS. 

READ 'EM AND CHEER! 


DON'T YOU GET A GLASS 
OF WATER FOR THOSE HIC CUPS? 


• • AND ANOTHER THING, 
CRENSHAW, I HEAR YOU’VE 
BEEN BREAKING TRAINING 


FRANK IS REALLY PITCHING 
TODAY. GREAT STUFF!” 





























How 
could he 
stoop so 
low? 


You think what you see in the 
papers is so grotesque? You think 
you know some pretty far-out 
weirdos? IMow CRACKED, as a 
public nuisance, invites you to 
broaden your monstrous acquaint¬ 
ances, as we offer ... 


HEAVY ON 















THE HORROR, PLEASE 


J 










What were Sylvester P. Smythe’s 
ancestors like, we’re often asked. 
Well, all we can say is that there 
are heritages and then there are 
heritages, and boy, does Syl¬ 
vester have a family tree! (Cats 
won’t even climb it!) To show 
you what we mean, CRACKED 
presents this glimpse of. . . 




I believe I've 
discovered the law 
of gravity! 


Colonel Custer, my report 
shows that there are no Indians 
near the Little Big Horn! 


Good news, General 
Washington. The 
forecast for Valley 
Forge is for warm, 
clear weather! 














THROUGHOUT 

HISTORY! 






Well, it’s not exactly 
what we had expected! 

































REAL AD 



PEflKl §K1®[?[? 


BARGAIN MERCHANDISE 


‘'Water on the brain?” That’s 
what friends will ask when 
they see this real-looking 
chrome faucet attached to 
your forehead. Get big laughs 
attaching it to your desk, a 
fireplace log, chair, etc. 


VENUS FLY TRAP 

Si.25 FOR THE WORLD’S 
MOST TERRIFYING 
HOUSE PLANT! 

This plant actually eats bits 
of meat, flies and insects! No 
work! Easy to grow! The Venus 
Fly Trap bulbs grow especially 
well in the home. Plants 
thrive in glass containers and 
will develop in 3 to 4 weeks. 
Each order includes 3 Fly 
Traps plus extra special ma¬ 
terial packed in plastic bag. 
ONLY $1.25. FEED IT RAW 
BEEF! AMAZING is the word for 
this startling, surprising plant. 

No Canadian Orders —U.S. Only. 



HORROR HOUSE 



235 Park Ave. South 



New York, New York 10003 



□ 1 enclose an additional 



25c for RUSH SHIPMENT 



.Spook Hand 

.Melted Ice Cream b 


.Nutty Catsup 

.Fake Faucet - 


.Venus Fly Trap 



Name. 



Address. 

•.. — J 


City. 

.-.-. 1 


State. 

.Zip. n 


Outside U.S. & Canada, please add additional $.25 postage per item. ■ 





Press the soft, plastic catsup 
bottle, and out shoots what 
looks like the real McCoy! 
Trick is that a catsup-colored 
string is ejected as you press 
the bottle. Great fun! Easily 
reloaded for wacky squirts. 


45 







































How 
about 
a kiss. 

Mr. Quarter? 


T he happy, carefree 1930's are being revived these days 
on television, In movies, on matchbook covers, every¬ 
where. An Integral part of the 30's was the radio and Its dally 
dramatic serials. Big favorites were the private Investigators. 
You may remember Sam Spade, Boston Blackle and others. 
For those of you who've never heard of these great sleuths, 
here Is a trip back through the radio waves. Let's go on an 
adventure with . . . 


$/NC£££Ly 

yoazs, sm 

Q(M#r£# 


Mop 

lookin': at 
m> face. I'm 
indistinguishable 

in a croud. 


M\ name is Sam Quarter 
and I'm an investigator 
for the rhrill-of-a-l.ifetimc 
Insurance ( o. Right now I'm 
on inv wav to see Tom 
I lardship. mv boss. 


I walked into Hardship's office. He 
didn’t look a day over 50. If you 
only looked at his suit. 










She was lovely. Soft brown hair ond 
red parted lips which were also part 
blue. Her mouth was cool and inviting. 
Her hands were soft, tapering gently . . . 


I went to the address my boss 
had stamped on my wrist and 
pushed the boll. 


to a revolver which she 

held tightly. 


I thanked Mrs. Tanager, waited five minutes, 
bit my lower lip to get me mad, and went to 
the Climactic Cafe. 


CLIMACTIC 


Once in the 
I hint* room 
and once in 
the middle 
of his foyer. 

We think 
\lrs. I anagei 
knows more 
than she 


The company's 
going to he oul 
a cool million bucks 
to a Mrs. Red Tanager. 
Her husband was the 
unwilling repository 
of a pair of 
C hinese swords. Me 
got it twice 


Nothing. 




dial throws a 


new light on the 
matter. Okas sweetheart. 
V\ ill check. Sincerel> 
yours. Sam Quarter. 


kick that 
cornball bit 
and get to 
work? 


Just about where 
your husband got 
it. He hau- an\ 
enemies? 


C.ladss DeBoys. 
a singer at 
the Climactic 


Only me. He was 
always going out 
with de boys. 


^ ou don't | 

W hen 1 saw 

broken up 
o'er your ' 
husband's ■ 

those swords in 
him I was cut 
to the quick. 

death. n 

USS'*WVi 









































It was filled with ding-a-lings. Ono guy with sideburns down to his navel 

was strumming a mournful melody on a clarinet. Then I saw her. She 
was lovely, blonde, sexy . . . you know, the kind men like. 


She mowed like a jungle cat. Fluid. Sensuous. 
She asked me to join her. 


She was killing my feet and also killing time. I had to shake this 
chick and get Cracking. (No pun intended. I read nothing but 
obituaries.) 


I woke up in a coalbin, my hands tied behind my back, my feet tied 
behind my hands, and my back tied behind my coat. I managed 
to break free though and dialed the number of my house boy. 
Jimmy Houseboy. 


1 went to the backroom and suddenly the stars fell on me. 


He always 


Are you 
(Gladys 
DeBovs? 


was. C ome on. 
handsome, 
let’s dance. 
I'll show 
>ou I he 
Swiiiy-a-liny. 


enough for me. 
N ou know Red 
I anager’s dead . 






.* still 





A 9 M5 1 ?t—^-ji.'j■ 
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SS 
























Suddenly a sword whistled by me— 

I forget which tune It was whistling 
a left-handed sword I Then It came 
clear. I cut my bindings with the sword 
and went to visit Mrs. Tanager. 


She stood there. Her body going in 
and out like a nutty roller coaster. Her 
long eyelashes blinked twice, dusting 
my Alf London button. 


Mrs. Tanager rammed a sword In me right above the 
wallet. Another sword lanced my onyx tie clip. 


I.tied them up with her hair and 
applied a tourniquette to my 
thorax to stop the bleeding, 
then dialed the police. 


Well. It's over. I proved she murdered her 
husband and she didn't get the million. Not 
only that, during the last month Orphan 
Annie's dog was saved, Jack Armstrong s 
mysterious ailment was diagnosed as com¬ 
mon ringworm. Sam Spade's shovel was 
fixed end I’m about to start on another 


Jimmy Housebov. my 
c\-fai(hful Housebov! 
\ on and she killed 
her husband? 


Of course, 
you're both 

lefty! 


Remember; if you 
notice me. I'm 
indistinuuishahle in a crowd 
















SHUT-UPS 


It’s no use. Fred. I 
can't go on ... this 
cold, the wind, the 
endless snow . . . 

































